
Mary Stanley having inherited from an nncla a Highlandestate In Scotland, Locligarra. visits it, a^eompariied
'"by a young lady friend and her factor, Mr. Pnrdie, with
the secret intention of reforming every abuse in its man-
Hiremont. The first tenant she meets gruffly complainingof a tax added to tho rent paid by the crofters for a
di ke built to protect their land from Hoods, she declares
it aboliabed. The evening after talcing possession of
vannu iiui-nm sue resolves iosi nan ui ium hi, which
h»d boon collected for thirty years, shall be restored to
the crofter*.

CHAPTEIi II.
YOUNO DONALD.

||j]i| ND if I am not the laird,"
< i|i|l|jjft|||j !jl saiii Hiss Stanley, as the

\ ij; throo of them took their

^^Vjjlj ^ J pieces at table.for Sir.
Al&jT VVNll Purdie had accepted an

I;/' invitation, and had come

/wL > |jj along from the inn to

ZztUL# R \ -^lne with the two young
T WT\\ ladies."if I am not the

iV'lw. VvP I laird I want to know who
«1 i« the laird; I mean I

want to know all about
any rival. What was It the stubborn old crofter
called him? Young Donald.Young lloss of
lleimra.well, tell me all about him, Mr. Purdie!"
But to Mary's surprise the Little lied Dwarf re'maiued sternly mute. Yet there was no one in the

room besides themselves but the maid who was

waiting at table.a tall and good looking Highland
riMttr w»v nf Hnftfii'h and ffantle man-

ner and shy eyes hail Already made a pleasant impressionon her young mistress. All the same, the
factor remained silent until the girl had gono.

"I would just advise ye, Miss Stanley," said he,
rather moderating his voice, which ordinarily was

inclined to be aggressive and raucous, "I would
just advise ye to have a care what ye say before
these people. They're all in a pact, and they're sly
and cunning just beyond belief; ay, and ready to
do ye a mischief, the thrawn ill-willed creatures!"
"Oh, Mr. Purdie!" Mary protested in her good

humored way, "you mustn't try to prejudice mo

like that! X have already had a little talk with
Barbara, and I could not but think of what Dr.
Johnson said, that every Highland girl is a eentle woman."
"And not a word they utter is to bo believed.no,

not with a Bible in their hands," the factor went
on, in spite of her remonstrance. "Miss Stanley,
did ye hear me ask the driver as we came through
the village it he had seen the yacht out by Heimra
Island.the yacht that ye saw with your own eyes?
Unsaid no.he had not seen it.and I knew by his
fwce he w»s lying to me."

"But, Mr. Purdie," said Mary again, "you did
not see the yacht either. And I ruay have been

' mistaken."
"Ye were not mistaken," said the factor, with

"Vicious emphasis. "For well I know what that
was. That was nothing else than young Ross comingback from one of his smuggling expeditions.
the thieving, poaching scoundrel!.and little
thinking that I would be coming out to Lochgarrathe very afternoon. But I'll be even with
my gentleman yet! for it's all done to thwart me.
it'4 all done to thwart me."

|| The factor's small clear eyes sparkled with malice,
Tbut he had perforce to cease speaking, for at this
moment Barbara came into the room. When she
2»ad gone again, he resumed:.

"I will just xell ye how I came to get on his
track," Mr. Purdie said, with something of a

triumphant air. "And first of all ye must know,
Miss Stanley, I take some little credit to myself for
having routed out the illicit stills in this countryside;ay, ay, I'm thinking they're pretty well
cleared out now; indeed I'll undertake to say
there's not a hidden worm tub or a mash tun
within twenty miles around. There was some

trouble; oh, yes; for they're ounning creatures
and they stand by one another in lying and concealment;but I managed to get some information
for the Preventive Staff all the same.from time
to time, that was.and then I had a good knowl«dgeo' the place.ye see, Miss Stanley,
1 was factor at Lochgarra before your
uncle gave be back my post again; and
so, with keeping the gaugers busy, Ave got
at one alter auother of the black bothies, as they
call ihem, until I doubt whether there's a bot:<an
dubit between here and Strathcarron. Yes, I may
admit I take some credit for that. I've heard folk
maintain that spenrits are a necessary or lite in a
bad climate like this; but what I say is, lot people
pay their rent before comforting themselves wi'
drams. My business is with the rent. I'm not a
doctor. Temperance, ay, and even totalabstinence,
is a fine thing for everybody."
"Won't you, help yourself, Mr. Purdie?" said

Kiithchen, with grave eyes, and she pushed the
sherry decanter toward nim. Mr. Purdie filled his
glass.for the fifth time.and drained it oft'. Then
he proceeded.
"However, this is my story. One day I had finishedwi' my business here and had set out to

ride over to .Ledmore, when the toothache came
into my head just terrible and X was like to be
driven mad. I was passing Cruagan at tho time.

/ where ye spoke to James Muodonaid, Miss Stanley.
indeed. It was at James' house I stopped and tied
up the beast and went in to see if 1 could not get
a drop of whiskey to put in the side of my cheek,
for the pain was just fearful. Wail, there was nobodyin but James' old mother, an old, old woman.
she can hardly move away from tho firo. and says
1, Tor God's sake, woman, give me some whiskey
to drive away this pain.' Of course she declaredand better declared there was none
in the house; but at last, seeing I was near
out o' my senses, she hobbled away and brought
me.what do ye think?.a elass of brandy.and
fine brandy, too. 'Hallo!' says I to the old cailleaah.,
when the brandy had burned in my mouth for a
while and the pain was not so bad, 'where did yo
get this fine stufi?' Would ye believe it? She declaredand better declared that she found it! "Find
it, woman! Where did ye find it?' But no; that
was all; she had found it. And then I began to
think. Where was an old woman like that to get
brandy? So says I all of a sudden. 'This is smuggledstuff. Ye need not deny it; and unless ye tell
me instantly where ye got it and how yo got it tho
eupervisor will be here to-morrow morning, and in
twenty-four hours ye'll be in Dingwall Jail! "

"Mr. Purdie," said Kiitchen, interrupting.and
with rather a cold manner."was that your return
for the old woman's kindness to you in your
trouble?"
But he did not heed the taunt. He was exulting

in h a having trapped his eaemy.
"She was frightened out of her wits, the wretched

old creature. 'Donml Og,' she says.young Donuld.itwas from young Boss that sho had got it.
And now the ease was clear enough. 1 had been
suspecting something of the kind. And hero was
h fine come down for 'ho Bosses of Heimra!.the
Bosses of Heimra that in former days made such a
flourish at the tnglish Court, dancing at Alm&ck's
and skelping about wi' the Prince Begent; and
now the last of the family come down to sellingsmuggled brandy to old women and a parcel
of crofters and cottars A line way of earning
a living! But it's ail he's fit for.an idle ne'erdoweol.that never did a turn of work in his life beyondpoaching and thieving and stirring up ill
will behind one's back. But I'll be even with my
gentleman I'll have the supervisor of Excise oil
to him; his fine little trips to the Channel Islands.
1 suppose it's the Channel Islands where you get
brandy for next to nothing.we'll soon put a stop
to them; mid when he finds himself before the
Sheriff at JJingwall he'll be singing another tune!"

A tap at tho door.theu Barbara entered; und
the factor looked up quickly and supiciouslv. But
if the tall Highland lass had been lk-tening her face
fiaid nothing.
"And the young man you speak of," Mary asked,

"does he live all by himself.out on that island?"
"It's lit that he should live by himsolf," said Mr.

Purdie, with his eyes beginning to twinkle fiercely
aaain. for anv reference to this vouns man nonrand
to completely turn his head. "He's nothing but a
savage.brought up as a savage.among the
rocks anil crags.like a wild goat.l'rom his earliest
years. What else could ye expect? Hero's his
mother.a proud woman.proud and vindictive as
ever was born.and she hears how hor husband is
gallivanting from this caiital to that.throwing
away his money on Italian countesses and rift'raff.indeed, there was the one public scandal, but
I cannot give ye particulars, Miss Stanley, the
story is not for a young lady's ears at all; but tue
mother, she determinos to go away and hve in that
island, and bring up her only chiid there; and
there the only two o them live, like two savages,
the laddie growing up as a wild goat would, clamberingabout the rocks and the shore and the hills.
What could ye expect but that he should turn out
» poaching, thieving, smuggling rascal, especially
with every man, woman, and child in the place.
on the mainland, here, I mean.ready to serve him
and screen him? Keally it's a debasing thing to
think of.such superstition; but thes« poor ignorantcreatures.a name's enough for them.any
lioss of Heimra, because he's a Ross of Heimra. is a
little God Almighty to them; I think they would
perjure their immortal souls for that impudent and
brazen faced young scoundrel out thore. Braudy?
t,h. ay, brandy! And I dare say he get.s them
tobacco, too; and makes a good profit on't! for
what else can he live on? Heimra island is the last
of their possessions; if you go scattering your
money among Italian countesses you've got to cut
up tho estate and fling it into the market, bit by
bit, until you come to the Anal solid lump of it.
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which your uncle bought. Miss Stanley; and then
the deserted wire, left to herself on that island out
there, can live on whelks and must-els if she likes!
Well, a fine, lonely place to nurse pride'. Plenty of
time to thiuk! Ihe great estate gone.her husband
at length dead ami buried without ever having
come near her.and this young whelp to look after
.a wild goat among the rocks! No more grandeur
now.though at times Lord This or Lord That, or
even a Duke or Duchess, would come in their steam
yacht, or send her presents of e&uie in the autumn."
"Poor woman I" said Mary. "Is she out there

still V"
"No, no.her troubles are over," said tho factor

with some expression of relief. "There's o&e tho
less for these ignorant, superstitious creaiurea
hereabouts to fall down and worship, as if they
were golden images. She died near a year ago,
and would ye believo it, this son o' hers, instead of
having her put into a Christian graveyard, had her
burled on the western coast of the island, up on
the top of the cliff, and there's a great white marble
slab there that ye might see for miles off. A nice
kind of thing, that! Kofusing Christian burial for
his own mother! He's just a pagan, neither
more nor less.a wild savage.fearing neither
God nor man.getting drunk every night, I'll
be bound, on that smuggled brandy: and I'm not
sure he would scruple to take your life if he found
ye in a convenient place. It's a terrible thing to
think of.a human being brought up like that., in a

country of lav/ and order and religion. But I've
no pity for him, not one jot He and his have
done me sufficient harm; but I'll be even with him
yet.the cheat-the-gallows!"
Mary Stanley, though not much of a coward,

seemed to shrink back a little in unconsoious dismay.She had never seen such venomous rage
working in any human creature's face; and it was
rather an appalling kind of thing. Hut presently
Mr. I'urdie seemed to recollect himself; this exhibitionof overmastering hate was not the best
means of propitiating his new mistress, and so

making a determined effort to control himself (and
helping himself to another glass of sherry at the
samo time) he proceeded to talk of business with
a certain constrained, matter of fact air.
"You said before we came in to dinner, Miss

» 1,0 in life (.low o r. ^ /I nl I V>n7-» tn ivsr

"that you wished fifteen years of the dyke tax to
be remitted and returned to the Cruagan crofters.
Very well- Whatever is your pleasure. But have
you considered what the result will be?"
"No," said Mary- "I do not wish to consider. I

wish to have the thing done because I thinn it is
right."
"For one matter," said he, "they will take it and

not thank you."
"I do not care about that," sne made answer.

"We will see about the thanks, or no thanko, later
on."
"But there's more." said the factor, rousing

himself from his forced restraint of manner.
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"They'll just begin to think that the time for the
universal getting of everything for nothing has
come at last; and whore will there be an end to
their outrageous domands? The ignorant crea!turesl they do not know what they want; they're
like children crying for tho moon, and they're encouragedby a set of agitators more ignorant than
themselves.people in Parliament and out ol' it
that never saw a peat moss and don't know tho
difference between a hog and a stirk."
"Bat wait a moment, Mr. Purdie," said she with

some touch of calm authority. "I can hardly tell
you yet what I intend to do; I have
all kinds of inquiries to make. But every
one is well enough aware that, whatever
the cause or causes may be, there is great
distress among the crofters.groat poverty.
and, naturally, discontent, and when I hear of
them almost starving for want of land.and such
immense tracts given over to deer.I know that a

great wrong is being done. And that is not going
to exist wherever I have a word to say."

"It cannot exist on this estate. Miss Stanley,"
the factor said with confidence. "For we hava
not a single acre of forested land."
"What did I hear my brother say, then, about

eleven stags in ono season';" she demandeJ.
"Why, ho asked me to ask him up here this next
autumn for the very purpose of going stalking!"

"Yes. yes, very likely," "said tho Little Bed Dwarf,
with the magnanimity born of superior knowledge.
"The l'act is that when tho deer begin to get rest-
less, about the end of September and tho beginning
of October, a tew stags and binds come waudering
on to our ground, between the Moall-na-Fearn and
the Corrio Bhreag mostly. But that is not forest;
that is all under sheep; that belongs to Mr. Watson's3heep farm; the stags tho gentlemen get in
the autumn are mere chance shots; we have not a
bit of forested land. Indeed, Miss Stanley, ye'll
rareiy hear the crofters in any part of the country
clamoring to have a deer forest split up
among them. Thoy know well enough what
wretched and hopeless kind of stuff it
is. They're wiser than tho havering folk in
IJarliament. No, no; it's slices off the big arable
and pasture farms they want. And I can tell ye
this," he went on, in quite a reasonable way (for
young Boss of Heiinra was off his mind now),
'there's many a proprietor in the Highlands would
be willing and oven glad to break up his big sheep
farms into small holdings, but where is either landlordor tenant to find tho money to pay for the
housing and steading and fencing, and where is
the new tenant to find stock? To change the croftersinto small farmers would be a fine thing, no
doubt.an excellent thing, a great reform, and it
would pay the landlords well if it were practicable.
But how is it practicable? Before the scheme
would work tho orofter would have to be given
land worth at least £'.20 a year, and whero is tho
capital to come from for stock and steading?"
Mary listened, a little uneasily, but not much

daunted; for this was merely the professional
Trioro. thia ar, aArnnanir r,f fVlo avinMna ototo

of things, and it was the existing state of things,
in this small possession of hers that she hoped, to
amend, if it was within her power. Nor conlcl she
argue with him, seeing she nad no facts at her
fingers' ends as yet, or, at least, none that she
could rely on; for it was personal inquiry and observationthat this young woman meant to trust.

"If they can make the small crofts pay." said
she, vaguely.

'But they cannot," said he, with south country
bluntness. "The land is too poor and there are too
many of them want.ng to live on it. Ovnr there at
Cruagan the crofters manage to earn a little money
by serving as gillies in the autumn and hiring their
ponies to the sportsmen, and aloug the coast hero
they eke out a" living with the fishing, but they
would fairly starve on the crofts if that was all.
And then, besides the poor soil, X do believe
they're the idlest and laziest creatures on Ood^s
earth! I'll undertake to say there has not been
a boat put off from shore this week past, though
there must bo plenty of stenlock in the bay "

But hero Kathchen struck in a little indignantly.
She had Highland blood in her veins, and she did
not like to hear her countrymen and countrywomentraduced by an Albannach.

"Stenlock! You mean big lythe." said she. "But
you know very well, Mr. Purdie, there is no market
for lythe. They're no use to send away. But even
if they were.even if there were a market for
them.how could the. paople get them sent? How
often does the steamer call in hare?"
"Oh, well, not very often at this time of the

year," ho said.
"But how often?" she persisted.
"Once in three weeks," said the factor.
And now it was Mary's turn to interpose, which

slietlid eagerly and gladly, for she was over "on tho
alert for some actual aud definite thing to tackle.
"Oh, really, Mr. Purdie, that is too bad! How

can you expect them to be diligent with the fishincr
if the steamer only calls in onoe in three weeks?
That must be put right, and at once!" said she, in
her generous ardor. "I will appeal to the govern|mont. I will appeal to the Treasury."
"You'd better appeal to Mr. MacBrayne," said

Kiithchen. dryly; and therewithal that subject was
laid aside for the moment.
Unfortunately this reasonable mood on the part

of tho Little Red L>warf.if he could properly be
called little whose great breadth of fra,mo caused
him to iook like a compressed giant.did not last
very long. His Ii.ilf-smothered hatred of the house
of Heimra broke into flame again; and it is possiblethat & glass of whiskey he took at the end of
dinner, combined with the previous sherry, may
hare added fuel to the lire.

"I've warned ye. Miss Stanley, not to say a word
about the lloss family or what I've told ye or
about any of your plans before that lass Barbara."
"Why all this mystery and suspicion?" said Mary,

with a touch of impatience. "The girl seems a very
obliging and good-natured girl indeed."
"She's a sister o' the head keeper," 6aid the

factor, with a watchful glance toward the door; "and
that scoundrel of a young ltoss is just hand-inglorewith every man-jack of them. Do yo think
they've got any eyes in their head if my young
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gentleman is after a salmon on the Garra or lying in f
wait for a stag in the Corrie lUireag? They would 1
swear themselves black in the face that they diJ
not see him if he was standing staring at them t
within twenty yards!" ]
"Very well, then; if yon cannot trURt the keepers, i

wny noi get otners in meir piacsr su# saiu,
promptly. "Not that I care much about tho game.
I propose to give the crofters, big and little, free
right to trap or snaro or shoot a!i the hares and
rabbits they can get hold of. I do not wish their
little bits of holdings to bo plundered by useless
beasts. But grouse do no harm; and whether my
own peoplo come here next autumn or whether I
let the shooting, all tho same there will be the employmentof gillies' labor and the hiring of the
ponies."
"Yea!" Baid the factor. "The only money that

ever finds its way into their pockets, aud yet you'll
find the idjuts declaring among themselves that
not a single stranger should be allowed to come
into the country!"
"That is foolishness," said Mary, calmly. "That

is the idle talk of people who are poor and sufferingand do not know why they are poor and suffering.And I for one mean to take no heed of it;
though, to be sure, it would be pleasanter to think
1 waB a little more welcome. Howover, about those
keepers, if they do not attend to their duty, if
they allow poaching, why not get others in their
place?"
"That would be worse," said air. Purdie, em.phaticaliy. "The strange keepers would be helpless:thoy would be outwitted at everv turn. If ye

knew the folk ab.iut here better.their clannishness,their cunning "

"But are you sure this poaching goes on, Mr.
Purdie," she interposed, "or is it only guesswork
on yonr part? I presume Mr. Ross calls himself a
gentloman."
"A gentleman!" said the factor, with that malevolentlooli coming into his eyes agaiu. "Agentlejman that earns his living by selling smuggled

brandy to a whecn crofters I A fine gentleman,
that! I suppose when the duke's yacht sails
into the bay out there my fine gentleman makes
haste to hide away the bottles and takes care to
say nothing about the five shillings a gallon profit
Ay, ay, a remarkable change for the great family!.
no playactoring about with tli© Prince Regent
now, but selling contraband speents to a
lot of old women! And snuff, maybe? And
tobacco? Penny liackets!.a noble trade!"
He laughed aloud to conceal the vehemence
of his hatred. "A fine come down for high birth
and ancient gentility.buried alive in an island,
not daring to show his head even in Edinburgh,
let alone in London; his only companions a wheen
thieving gillies and scringe not fishermen! But
plenty of pride, all the same. Oh, yes; pride an i
concealment, they go together in the Highland
character. Would ye believe it, when he denied his
mother Christian burial and made the grave up
there on the hill, would ha put up a respectable
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monument in the ordinary way so that people
could see it? No, no; it's on the seaward side of
the island. Pride again, ye observe; a scorn of the
common people; pride and concealment together."

"I should think it was a groat deal more likely,"
said Kahtchen, with some touch of anger, "that
the mother chose where her own grave was to be,"
But Mary, with thoughtful eyes, only said, "Poor
woman!"
"Ay, ay, pride enough," continued Mr. Purdie,

in a more triumphant strain. "But their pride had
a famous fall before your uncle and myself were
done with them "

At this Mary started somewhat. ,

"My uncle?" said she. "Why, what cause of
offence could there have been between him and
thf-rn? What injury could they possibly have done
him?"
"Injury? Plenty of injury.in stirring up ill will

and rebellion among the tenants. It's yourself,
Miss Stanley, will find that out ere long. Oh, yes,
wait till ye come to have dealings with these people,ye'll find out what they are, I'm thinking! A
stubborn and stiif necked race: and cunning as
tho very misohief, and revengeful and dars. But
we broke their obstinacy that time!" He laughed
again.a malignant laugh.
"I saw ye noticed it. Miss Stanley, as wo came

along this afternoon.the dried up place that was
once a loch, and the pile of stones
She remembered well enough; and also she recollcctedthe vicious slash the driver had made at his

horses when the factor was grinningly answeriug
her question.

"Yes, but I ail not quite understand what it
msant," said she.

"I'll just tell ye."
Mr. Purdio poured himself out a little dro-p of

whiskey.a very little drop.in an inadvertent
way. There was quite a happy look on his face
when he began his tale.
"Ay; it's a fine story when people of obstinate

nature meet their match; and your uncle, Miss
Stanley, could hold his own.when there was proper
counsel behind his back, if I may say so. And
what had Mrs. Ross ana her son to do with anythingon the laud? Heimra Islaud out there had
been reservod for them all the way through, as the
estate was going bit by bit, and when Lochgarra
went as well there was still tho island to preserve
the name of the family, as it were. And was not
that enough? What did they want.what oould
any one want.with Loch Heimra and Castle
Heimra when they had been sold into other hands?
If they wanted the name kept in perpetuity thore
was the island.which undouotedly belonged to
the Rosses; but the loch and the castle on the
mainland, they wore gone; they had been sold,
given up, cut adrift. And so, says your uncle,
'we'll cut adrift tho name, too. They have their
Heimra Island; that is sufficient; the loch and the
castle are mine, and that must bo understood by
all and sundry.' Natural, quite natural. Would
ye have people giving themselves a titlo from
tilings not belonging to thaui at all, but to you?
And what was the castle but a heap of old
stones, with about six or seven hundred years of
infamy and bloodshed and cruelty attached to it?
Ay; they could show ye a red patch on the earthen
floor of the dungeon that was never dry summer or
winter. Many's the queer thing took place in that
stronghold in the old days. 'Well, well,' says your
uncle, 'if they will call themselves "of Heimra,"
let it bo of Heimra Island. The loch and the castle
are not theirs, but mine; and, being mine, I am
going to give my own name to them. Loch Stanley.CastleStanley.that's what they are to
be. I'm not going to have strangers calling themselvesafter my property. Let them keep the
island if they like "

"Why, what did it matter?" said Mary. "They
did not claim either tho castle or the loch. It was
merely the old association.the historical association.andwhat harm did that do to any one? And
an interesting place like that, that has been in possessionof the same family for centuries "

"But surelv a man has the rlcht t;> do what, hn
likes with bis own?" said the Troich Bheag
Dhearg, with the corners of his mouth drawn down
and his smail eyes looking forth a challenge. "I
can tell yo. Miss Stanley, your uncle was a mau
not to be thwarted "

"I dare say," said Mary, coldly.
"Caatle Stanley.Loch Stanley.that was now established;lot tfcem take their title from what belongedto them, which was Mac island. Aye, but do

ye think the people about here would follow the
change?" Mr. Purdlo went on, with something
more of viudictiveness coming into his tone.
"Would they? Not one o' them, the stubborn
deevils! There was not an old bedridden woman,
there was not a laadio on his way to school ye
could get to say 'Castle Stanley' or "Loch Stanley;'
it was Loch Heimra and Castle Heimra from
every one, and they held on to it as
if it had been the Westminster Confession of
Faith.the dour and bigoted animals they are
Even the very gamekeepers, that ye mieht
think would be afraid o' losing their situation,
they were just like the rest, though they had their
plausible and cunning excuses. 'Ye sea, Mr. Stanley,'they would say, 'if wo tell the gillies about
Castle Stanley they will think it is Lochgarra House
we mean. And if we send them to Loch Stanley
they will be going down to the seashore.' Cut
well I know who was at the back of all their stubborness,"tho factor continued, with a scowling
face. "Well I know. It was that idling, mischievous,thrawn natured, impudent ne'er-do-weel egg!ing them on, and egging them on, and keeping himselfin the background ail the tima. The dignity of
his family! I supposo that was what he was after.
tho old castle ana the old name; so that strangers
might think that his mother and he had still propertyon the mainland. And I warned your uncle
about it. I warned him. I tohl him that as long
as that graoeless scoundrel was in the neighborhoodthere would be nothing but spite and oppositionon the part of the tenantry. 'Well, then,'
said he, 'for spite there will be spite, if it comes to
that!' Miss Stanley, your uncle was not a man to be
defied."
"I know," said Mary, with downcast face; she

foresaw what was coming.and did not at all
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ihare in the savaga glte the factor was beginning
;o betray.
" 'Give them time. Mr. Purdie,' says he. 'If I buy

i dog or a horse, or a houso, I can call it by what
lama I please, and so I can with a piece of water
i!id an old rnin. But not too much time, Mr. Parlie.nottoo much time. If they haro a will of their
>wn, so have I. If there's to be neither Loch
Stanley nor Castle Stanley I'll make pretty well
lure there will be neither Loch Helmra nor Castlo
ieimra. I'll put an end to those Bosses calling
hemselves after any part of my property. I'll soon
»upe out the last traoe of them from the mainland,
uivway, and they're welcome to the island out
here for anything I mind. The seven denturiea
>f history can follow them across the water. I've
10 room for such things on my estate.' And that's
ust how it came about, Miss Stanley. Not one
iroature in tho whole of the district but would
stick to the old name.crofter, cotter, shepherd,
Isher laddie.they were all alike. There was no
lelp for it. Your uncle was a determined man.
inv one that contended with'him was bound to get
;iie worst of it; and hers ho was dealing with his
)wn. 'Very well,' said he, 'if there's to be
10 Castle Stanley I'll take care thero shall be no
Dastle Hoimra. Mr. Purdio, get that loch drained
)f its last drop of water and have every stone of
he useless old ruin hauled to the ground!' And
that's precisely what ye saw this afternoon, Mis3
Stanley!"
Iler reply somewhat astonished the vainglorious

'actor, who had perhaps been expecting approval.
"It was shamelessly dona!" said she.bi.t as if

she were not addressing him at all.
And then she rose, and Kate Glendinning rose

ilso; so that Mr. Purdie practically found himself
lismissed.or rather he dismissed himself, pleadngthat it was late. Ho made some appointment
'or the next morning and presently left, no doubt
»lad enough to got a chance of lighting his riipe
md having a comfortable smoke on his way home
;o the inn.
When the two girls went into the drawing room.

vhir»Vi \vn« n. larrTA hrtvanrnnal rnnm in t.l)A f.nwur
,vith windows looking north, west and south.they
found that the lamps had not jet been brought in
md also perceived, to their surprise, that the
aight outside had cleared and was now brilliant
with Its thousands of throbbing stars. They went
to oue of the windows. The heavily moaning sea
was hardly visible, but the heaTons were extraoriinarllylustrous; they were even aware of a pulsationof light between them and the gray stone
terrace without. Perhaps it was from the blazing
belt of Orion, that hung high above a dark headlandjutting out toward the west, while there, also,
ivas the still more fiery Sirius, that burned and
palpitated behind tbo black birch woods in the
south. And then they turned to seek the Island of
Heimra.out there on the mystic and sombre jilain,
under that far trembling and shining canopy.
"Well," said Kathchen, with some vehemence

Df indignation (for her Highland blood had mounted
to her head), "I know this. Mary; scapegrace or no
scapegrace, if I were the young fellow living out
there, I know what I should do.I would kill that
factor! Isn't it perfectly clear it was he who
?oaded your uncle Into pulling down the old castle
vnd draining the lochV"
Mary was silent for a aecona or two. men sue

said, in an absnnt kind of way:
"There aro wrongs and injuries done that can

lever bo undone. I can never rebuild Castle
Eteimra."

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

FRENCH DISHES IN PLAIN ENGLISH.

30W TO PKEPARE AND COOK SOME SEASONABLE

MEALS. ,

French books on cooking are appalling to the
iverage housekeeper. She reads, marks, but learns
little, and certainly her friends digest still less.
A celebrated chef who knows how to explain

things simply writes the following recipes for the
Herald. They are valuable, not because the
dishes are new, but because the language is so

plain:.
Consomme..The excellence of this depends in a great

measure upon the quality and quantity of material used.
Suffice for the reader, to prepare a good broth. Next
strain, cool and Bkim weli This being done beat up a
few whites of eggs with a little water, throw them with
their shells into a well tinned saucepuu, using at the rate
of three whitos to a gallon of broth. Add to this a little
aromatic spices and pot herbs, such as thymo, bayloaf
and a little marjoram and, if handy, some trimmings of
raw or cookod, lean meat, well chopped; a sliced carrot,
onion, celery and a few parsley roots being
added, pour the broth over all. Place upon
tho tiro and stir occasionally until the hoilingpoint is reached, when it may be
moved back of the range, where it will simmer for
three or four hours; ascertain if seasoning is correct,
strain through a wet napkin and place aside until
wanted, Consomm6 may bo garnished with any of the
Italian pastes or wit'll vegetables cut in various shapes
and boiled in water until tender and added to the consomme.
Oyster Croquettes..Chop or cut into pieces, not too

small, a quantity of oysters which have been previously
parboiled rinsed and drained well; make a roux same as
tor white sauce with flour and butter, and add sufficient
oj'ster liquor to make a very stiff sauce; add two yoltcs of
eggs, teftson with pepper, salt and a little nutmeg; add
the oysters, stir them in carefully and when cool roll
them into shape same as any othor croquette, dip in egg
and bread crumbs and fry in hot lard.
Brussels Sprouts..Trim and wash a quantity of

sprouts and throw them into some boiling wator slightlysuited: let thorn cook for eight minutes; remove them
with a skimmer into a pan of cold wator; when cool
drain ttiem thoroughly and heat them with some melted
butter or white sauce and serve.
Spaghetti a l'Italiennk..Boil In slightly salted wator

until tender half a package of spaghetti; drain immediately;placo it in a stew pan with three ounces of butl^oniltirnnun^.t ,.,i

fire untilthoroughly mixed; moisten now with some tomatosauce, and when ready to serve dress the spaghetti
on a platter in circular form, pour some well reduced tomatosauce over and till the centre with finely grated
cheese; or a little bread crumbs may be sprinkled
on the bottom of a baking dish and then tomato sauce
and propared spaghetti, with a little finely chopped ham
alternately; add, lastly, bread crumbs sprinkled with a
little melted butter and bake in a hot oven.
Filet of Beef Larded..-Procure a email filot of beef,

pare the fat and tough skin Irom tlie surface and lard it
as follows:.Slice some fat larding" pork one-sixth of
an inch thick; cut these slices in so.uare strips of two
inches in length; take up one of these and insert ono
end into the open head of the larding needle, and with
the forefinger and thumb of the left hand raise the surfaceof the filet, while with the needle in the r.ight proceedto lard the part thus raised, leaving the strip of
pork partly embedded in tho beef. Continue in this
manner until the surface is covered in *eat rows half an
inch apart. Trim the ends of the larding of equal length
with a pair of scissors. Now place tho filet in
a roastintr pan along with some pork trimmings,
one onion and carrot sliced, a littlo celery and parsley,
one bay leaf, a .sprig of thyme, blade of mace, some pepperand salt. Moisten with a little broth, cover with
buttered paper and cook in the oven for fifty minutes,
keeping it rare.. When done strain and skim the gravy,
add a few spoonsful of brown sauce with sufficient tomatoto give a brighter color. Allow this sauce to clear
itsolf by gentle ebullition. Add a glass of sherry. Glaze
tho surface of the lilet, allow it to dry for a few momontsin the oven, place it upon tho platter and pour
some of the sauce around, bervo the remainder separate.Mushrooms trimmed and tossed in a little of the
sauce or olives stoned and cut into rings and similarly
treated make a popular garnish for this dish.
Terrapin..Procure a good sized, lively terrapin. Have

ready a pot of boiling water. Plunjre tho terrapin into
this. After five seconds take it out and cool it oiF under
the faucet. Thi« done, detach the horny skin from its
fins, <fec..a coarse towel will greatly facilitate this
operation. Afterward boil the terrapin in slightly
Baited water until tho fins feel tender to tho touch. Wbon
sufficiently cooked and allowed to cool proceed to take off
the shell, remove the intestines, sand and trail basr.
reserving the liver and eggs. Out away the~hoad and
ends of the claws, and after cutting the tetrapininto small pieces place them in a well battered
saucepan: toss these around gently for a few moments
and wuen hot sprinkle a little flour over; return theiu to
the lire two minutes longer, keeping them well but not
violently shaken. Add a cupful of boiling cream, and.
when this has blended with the contents or the stewpan,
add three raw yokes of eggs beaten with a little sweet
cream reservoi lor the purpose. This should be stirred
in gently. Keep the terrapin hot but do not allow it to
boil, as the eggs would curdle and thus destroy the ap
pearance. Finish with a glass of hot sherry, yolks o
two hard boiled eggs chopped fino, salt, pepper, a litt1
nutmeg, and serve in very hot dishes.
Rabbits en Poulktte..After cleansing and cutting*nice rabbit into convenient sized pieces soak them'11

topid wator for twenty minutes, drain and afterward r-V
them on a towel; toss them in a little butter over a fc'w
lire without allowing them to acquire color. Whe ^o
pieces are Arm sprinkle some Hour over them aii<to8H
gently for a few minutes longer; now add by deg^es a
little broth or water sufficient to cover the rnent,^80 a
few herbs, spices, one onion, carrot. Ktc.% sliced; oasou
with popper and salt. When ihe meat is tender itrtfty
removed with a skimmer, the sauce strained, ni* the
yolks of two raw eggs beaten with a little mil added.
Trim the joints neatly, place them upon a plfct©r an(l
pour the sauce over. This entrie. mav be garni^ed with
mushrooms, peas, dumplings or puff pastry *n suitableshapes and baked.
Cauliflower..-Out away the stalk and outr leaves of

as mauy heads as required. Thoroughly rin* and trim
them into flowerets, throw these into a well tfno<* vessel,
cover well with cold water, add a handful o 8alt and a
little vinegar.this latter, by slightly aciu'atinK the
water, will prevent the cauliflower from urning dark.
Bring to a boil, skim and continue bolHK f°r baif an
hour. Trv with a fork, and if cooked dra> carefully and
serve with molted butter, white sauce or;8 follows:
Au Grcitin..Trim several slices of Am*>can bread into

suitable shape, sprinkle these with a lit"© melted butter
and place them in the hot oven to acoiro a "ice color.
Now spread this toast upon a platte and upon each
slice put several flowerets of caulifiow**. Mask the surfacewith soino well made white sau^- Sprinkle with
oreau crumps previousij' nrowueu ij « «» « «

butter over the fire or in the oven. fhis done, garnish
with sprigs of parsley and serve.
A recipo for white sauce is given erewith:.Melt one

tablespoonful of butter in a small aucepan, add two of
sifted flour, mix well and cook ove a slow lire for three
minutes; do not allow this to acuire any color; add
gradually one pint of boiling milk **tir briskly, season
with salt, whito pepper and a plch of nutmeg; add
lastly a small piece of butter, ork the sauce until
smooth and use as dirocted.

("old cauliflower may be soaB'16^ with pepper, salt, a
little oil and chopped parsley, tbu dipped in a light batterand fried in plenty of hot la1*- White sauce may be
served under.
Spinach..Pick and wash thcoughly as much spinach

as required, cover with plen? water and boil
sharply for twenty minutes, pw add a small pinch of
soda (bi-carb) and continue -he boiling five minutes
longer. With a skimmer remv® the spinach into a vessolof cold water, aud after nising and draining thoroughlyit may be chopped 'lightly; then heat it thoroughlyin a saucepan wi* butter, pepper ana salt.
When dished up it may be arnished with poached or
hart boiled eggs out in quarters; or if preferred,
spinach may be cooked as pove chopped fine and croara
or white sauce added.

MASCJLINITY.
Wife.The furnishiig goods man is down stairs

and says he wants to ee you.
Husband.What fo?
Wife.He wants tojolleot the money for the last

lot of shirts I got.

BROKE UP THE GAME.
She.We were ha"ing a most interesting game at

the De Courtney* the other evening when you
began your *olo.
He.Indeed! Vho won'
She.I diau't say.

I

jE sheet.

( ,^4gg§g?f
lll^ HE Temples' cook was

rr* in Cw.s*m +hn rwint.rv And it

ill was th9 surprise of Mrs.

fjftl'til Temple's Southern life,
JI1 that she was such a good

/'| She explained it very

f. lucidly:."Laws, I know

*t. w y a beai) on jr 1 clone fursot

Evidently, at some period iR her life, she had
cooked for a tablo of some pretensions. Every now

and then, a most unexpected accomplishment would
sail into our admiration. Thus, once she broke
out:."My marsterI Mis' Temple, fo' de lawd, dat ar

cream sass er yourn, dat aint noways diffrunt to my
ole missus' white sass 'cept like you all don' putt no

cream iu yourn. But ye cripses de butter jes de
same.''

Another time, "Scallop isters? I pintedly kin,
Mis' Temple. Allers done scallop de Isters fo' ole
Miss."

Indeed she suggested a number of new viands to
Mra Temple.generally from the frying pan, but
toothsome and delicate.

She brought her only child with her, a slim, brown
lad of fourteen, who waited on table Better than we

feared from his tirst appearance, at which he brushed

pan. He was liis mother's pet and, considering that

fact, a marvellously good darky, almost industrious
and the best tempered boy in the world.

We were not long in discovering Aunt Victory's
history. One evening, we found her at the smallest
kitchen table, with lteme and the slate, plainly gettinga lesson.

"Why Aunt Victory, can you read?" said Mrs.
Temple.

"Yes'm," with a smirk of modest pride, while
Rome added, "Maw, she liln read a right smart, I
learned her."

"How nice! Then you can read the Bible?"
Up went Aunt Victory's braids In a toss:."Laws,

Mis' Temple, I'se outer de Bible an' inter de newspapers!"
"And I writes fo' the newspapers," says Iteme

with an Indescribable air of haughtiness.
"Ho does so," said his mother. "Alnt you never

seen de Mosaic Temple?" We admitted our ignorance."Well, he does write reg'lar fo' dat."
"And you like It?"
"Yes maam, I like living in the city. But maw

likes the country better.''
"Yes'm yes'm, you all got mighty gran' 'ousa yere,

but gimme de kentry!" She was one of those nut
brown Africans that have hair long enough to braid;
to-night, her head was covered with a red bandanna,
drawn out square cornered, back of her ear3, giving
her a queer resemblance to the sphinx. Flinging herselfforward on the table with a supple, sinuous motionthat few negroes get too old to use, she let her
head fall Into the open palin of one hand, above the
bent elbow; and as she talked this sphinx like head
rolled in her hand like a ball in a cup. "Oh de
kentry wld de wavln' flel's an de red birds dat comes
a peck-peckin' at de winder an de darkles a snatchin'
cotton, an sech a heap er room! Oh, de kentry am
so pleasureful! I'se timersome in de city, got t'
eyar' Heme longer me if I goes out in de night. But
in de kentry, I rents my little fyariu an' I'se got my
two mules Mis' Carrol give me. Las' year we uns

paid out t' de sto' Jar ben hunerd an' fifty-five dol- tl
lars eornin't' me." w

"An it all ben etolo!" interrupted Reme in a lu- P'
gubrlous tone. ol

"Nev' you mine bout dat, Reme Sanders! Df "

come longer bavin* no purtecter, dat huccome dat." w
A more sullen look than I had ever seen on Rem8

handsome brown face answered this speech. e a
pushed back his chair, muttering something about0"
ing to the office, quite with the white man's air:U(i ^
so smuggled himself out of the lesson or furtheron" a
versat.lon. Rather to our surprise his mother ia^tt P
no effort to detain him. a

" My, my!" she gurgled in the negro
swaying herself to and fro, "dat boy cayi r 11
word bout me needln' a man t' look ou"° me- vi
Now, he are gone off rarin' on me; an' w have a

word t' say fo' a whole day. He's te»)ere<^ ^es' a
like he paw; sulls twel he gits ober it."

I asked Aunt Victory if Heme's fath.wa® "ea<1- "

"Laws, no," said she. "Has he left yc 88,1(1 a

Temple.
'

1(
"Ho has dat" b
"And doesn't Reme want you tr'0*' come t

back?" g
Aunt Victory rubbed her right ea7tf>ainst her right 0

shoulder with a coquettish gestureAn(^. for s
time I realized that, according African notions, v
she was a pleasing woman. "V" ,®lr' wliy ,Miss s
Freddy, 'taint my ole man, R^® jects to, 'cose j
not! Hit am de torrer gentlem1-
We were too used to negro j'rality to either feel 0

or show any particular surpriy .-^u^ " seemed decentto inquire whether the ^Part^d husband was ^
divorced from her. No, of he was not that 8
was why she had come to tJ as the Arkans- E
ans call Little Rock. a

"X gwine get a dlvorc1'11^ ty dollar de ('
lawyer man say" she expl^'' "done guv 'im t'lrty D
dollar a'ready. Den I ' "&CK t' de kentry. I

f h«i de kentry, agin." r

"But it's"such hard or'c» Victory!" I suggested,
loath to see a promising depart.

"Hard wuk! Taint(lffin V de stove wuk. Gimme j
my hoe an' my row an1 se happy. An' laws, Missy,
it do pear like X eaynt)reve ln dis yere shut up town. t
Aint no sunshine yerf 1 does l°ve de sunshine. All
culled folks jes natc^F drinkss up de sun."

It was easy to >m her story when she was in
such' a inood. SittS at ease, alone with us, in the y
kitchen (for Mandi,tlie chambermaid, was at a col- f
ored ball), she pou'1 out ber whole humble tragedy. r

The ole Miss v° lia<l "raised" her and taught her 6
to c»ok, had die After her death, she married a

negro and they,vent t0 "making a crop" on the £
plantation. Ts negro, Lige by name, accepting ,
her picture, w' a VPIT decent man. "Yent never
seen de like < Ligo t' wuk. He raise de bigges'
crap on de pce an' lie c.var so much mischief wld (
Mm too, I ds 3es be lafiln, all de time. An' he i
done ben pir^dly kind t' me, I says dat fo' him, an' )
nev' did fa-t llis vituals. Allers so proud er my ,
oookin' w'f we all has a festival or a log rollin!' f
Yas'm, wf"'l did give a festival onct an' made ten
dollars." Perhaps I should explain that negro festi- ,
vais ore >""ely private affairs, wherein hospitality is
exerclse<'at a profit instead of expense> since the ,
thrifty ,ai; sells the refreshments, after which there j
is dano'S at the less pious houses and games at the
housesf tk® "professors." :

At°S rollings, however, the dinner is provided by
the 1st- Tlie log rollers clear the ground of felled \
tree which they collect in heaps, for burning.

* Victory's memory recalled the days of her past ,do^stic joys and social triumphs, we could see that
Sl) was moved.
"Yeas'm. Litre nev' did give mo ha'sh wuds. Nev'

,'1 raise his hand agin me".so she continued, rock-
ifX her supple body to and fro "onlies' ting I have
gin his behavior, den, ben he did be so fond er coon
in' possum hunt In'. Mos' de onlies time I ever

igiven him a pintblank hard time b n de Urne he 'slsted
on gwlne 'possum huntin' an' whilst he ben gone dat
boy, my fustis chile, ben bawn. Oh, I tell ye, Lige
he was struck by dat! He did Jes cry out loud; an'
he name dat baby Remorse, he did, kase t' bar 'lm
in mine alius, an' he didn't go 'possum huntin' fo' a
terrible long spell, not twell I say I kinder cravin'
'possum meat, myself. Oh, he did ben a good man
t' me. I'se sorter highstrung an' feery an' w'en da
stove dld'nt bake right, or It rain, wash day, or my ,
fingers git so numb pick In cotton flat I caynt sew
like I ust»r, why, I does be sorter 111 like; but, laws,
lie jes laff an' coax it outer me. Den de torrer two
chillen come an' die." Her face changed and
quivered. "He ben mighty kind to me, dem times,"
she said. For a little space she was silent, then
with a perceptible hardening of her mellow voice she
went on.

"We got on fine fo' a spell. Me an' Llge, we
uns done lien raised by white folks.we aint no niggers.We done wuk hyard an' 'sess a heap o' goods,
an' live so happy an' feels so proud.not biggoty, jes'
hones' proud.twell.My Lawd!" a look of anguish
keen enough to startle us, came over her face while
the swift flow of her words was broken by a sudden
sob and she covered her face with her hands and
screamed, "Oh my Lawd, he lef me! He done taken
up wid a nigger 'omnn!"

Then just as suddenly, she lifted her head, dried
her eyes, and said:."But bye'n bye Lige he get
tired o' her. He ben rased by white folks, an' he
come a beggin' back to me to take 'lm In!"

"And you took him back?" asked Mrs. Temple.
The sphinx like head was reared again with Indescribablepride. Victory's grandfather was an Africanprince, she told us, once, and I can well believe

her.
"Me taken him back! Mis' Temple, I ben raised by

white folks. He leff me fo' a black nigger; I never
take him back!"

" Rut how did he happen to do such a wicked
thing?" said Kate Temple.

"How I know!" sullenly, "she live down de ribber,
whar ho go 'possum huntin', an' she gaily young ting
an'.an' dey call her mighty harnsome; an', someway,she 'tic© him off. He been too shamed come
nigh me; but he sen' wud dat he give me de truck
in de house an'; de mules an' ever'tlng, cep' only hunderddollars he have at de sto'. Ail' so he light out.
But he nev' did git no satisfaction livln' wid her.
She cudn't no mo' cook a meal o' vltuals dan she cud
match me pickln' cotton, an' she taken t' goln' on
mighty bad wid torrer niggers; so dey pahted an' L!go
came straight t' me. Mist' Thompson, he say I.igfl
dona make mighty sho' ho git me back. Huh.
Huh!"

I somehow inferred from her conscious air that
Thompson was the other man In the case. I asked
her and she admitted that he was; "he was a mighty
pleasant, good man," a preacher with a gift for
prayer and all the sisters admired him.

I said:."But didn't it ever occur to you, Victory,
that Mr. Thompson might be a prejudiced witness
against Sanders?"

"How dat, Missy?"
"He wants to marry you himself, you know;

mightn't he t-oll lies about Lige?"
"No'iii. He's a plumb good man. Dar alnt no

sich prayin' like hisn In de kentry. He done hab a
reveval er 'ligion sence he come."

"But hasn't) he another wife somewhere?" said
Kate, who has cynical notions about negro pastors.

"Dat jes' Heme's meanness!" declared Aunt Vic-
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torv vehemently. "Brer' Thompson swar t' me daI
jes de talk o' dam ornery, pusillanimous niggers In
Dogtown, dat wudn't give nulSu t' do chu'ch. Ma
an' Heme, we give fire dollars. Dat Rome, he Is a
good hoy. but I'se eonsarned baout him, kaso he wont
go t' lneetins nur t' cliu'ch nur nulBn an* says <!.it
Mist' Thompson alnt a uior'l man. He la prejdeeced,
dat all. Mis' Temple. Dat story 'bout Sal Miller
alnt got wud o' triiff In It. She got t"1 swar dat ar
baby on somebuddy, an' so she taken po' Bror'
Thompson dat aint skacely pahted Hps wld her. H<»
say he skacely seen her. Alnt nare critter 'cepb
Heme Sanders doss believe it. An' he believe auyttagon earth agtn Brer' Thompson. I knows Iteme;
ho jes almln' da plumb w'ile, git me take his paw
back!"

"But could you? Would ho cotno?" said my artful
friend.

Victory's great eyes flashed. "He done corno
ev'ry month, ober t' see me from Newport, In da
cyars, an' walk out six mile, fo' seben months pleadin'wid me!" said Victory, "look like he aint
'jectin'."

"TVvn'f pah tVi^r-ib- r/xn oah1/1 fAwiirA Vi?m *5"

Victory's handsome face hardened again. "Da
fust time I say t' him 'Lige Sanders, I aint gwiny
take you back fo' my husband twell de suii dropt
You git outer my house!' Dat how I talk t' him
An' ho go off mighty down, wid Heme. Nox' tin;
I says, 'I don't want no wuds wid ye, Mist' Sander
But I let him come in speak wid Heme, kasj he,>
sot a heap o' store on Heme, an' Reme on him. ,jbyme bye he got t' stayin' longer an' den Henipj';0hab him stay t' dinner. An' Mist' Thompson

'

make his braggs er dat, an' say I ben turo^.jjmine t' him. Dat rile me. But de las' tl^he come, he done shaved his beard an' loo!, tlnn,t
de I-ilge I married dal".she flung out a cllnu cometo strike her breast furiously."something a_> l]a
up, dar, mlndln' me o' all dem times t'go' j oli'ledead chlllen an' all, an' I ben fair
I hilt my hald mighty bovish like, an' 1 , *

de house, nev' passln' a wud wid him Thnmi,.,,,
day I done rent de house an' any t' [ «

fo' him an' norrer culled man wot be ,
k-

f keep twell I come back, an' I
money dat I got leff f de sto'; an! a divorcementI done prommus Mist Thompson I
fum marry himaftcr"Andpromised him, I daresay,
wards," said I. .

. T

doesn't IoCtryeadsyW iTnly^ «»doesnt go so easy. l only L, j d ,t uebbervorcement fum Lige. I slio" b

' Jr\vlGh!!th'more anger against
the erring Lige than love for .6 1

reasonably disliked) that V bottom of \ u

t01ffm°tM58'*tiriA r.nr c,.athles were entirely with
r ro::i this tirno our sy *

.

the husband. Home (K tLw nihis mother's money. ,, , ?
place. "She wouldn'f11 wh,ere she/Id }V
says Rome with indiPclon' but she owned up

t0Th'renhad been su/1 8 of ^mpson, It appeared.
" lurch moneys that were in his

hands Oh ves
,me adnlittcd- he ha<1 PaM the

money back, but* untU after they ha<1 lost «*lr

Ltt"I knows mf* sb0 8618 storo by paw' stRl'" 8,11(1
"
h.t < fellow talks so smooth he's fair

bewitched her 1 did wrlte t0 Paw where we l)°n'
and Fm hoD' he'U Rlt ro,lnd- 1 sent him a11 tho

money mawefc me keep outer n)y wafies and niy
gI

.r;. I suppose, were Rerne's tips, which he
received rvarions occasions.

"Maw 'ler divorcement in two weeks, sho
Ravs*. Tne went on gloomily, "and she lows to go
,

' (..lie country right stra'ght, but I aint going
with I lf 5'0U a11 wlu keeP me-"

R(j!'s prediction came true. With a profusion
f tj&s for our kindness, Victory gave us warning.Sll0iis going back in three weeks to her own houso.

'ouldn't complain as far as we were concerned,
efj.ially as she had hunted up a new cook of great

in sauces and salads (according to her former emvyer),neat, industrious, indeed lacking little of peritionexcept a good temper.
Rome, on this official confirmation, as it were, of

Is fears, became a walking statue of gloom. It
as at this period that he broke a Royal Worcester
late and three cut glass wine glasses, all of which,
t course, just slipped from his hands while he
wasn't doing nothing." His misery over tho wreck
ras such that Kate hadn't the heart to scold him.
He came to us later, and begged Kate not to take

ny money out of his wages, due the next day.
"Maw she sayd you'd keep 'most all," he

simpered, "cause they're the nicest kind of dishes
nd cost a terrible sight, she says. But If you'd
lease not this month, I'll sure work for you, all next
iontli."
Kate reassured him. She wasn't going to tako

is money, but why was he so anxious to have the
'ages this month?"
Then Reme confessed that his father was in town,

nd so was Mr. Thompson.
"And Thompson, he's all fixed up," cried Reme,

rait. r»f rair mnn»r Tn fi Wnck nrencher rm 1 and
silk hat. Oh, he looks mighty fine. But paw does

x>k pint blank gashly. You see, Mrs. Temple, he dl.'l
en sick ever since he went home the last time, and
he house where he ben burned down and he lost hts
ood clothes and ever' cent er money, and now he'a
ome here, all ragged, aimin' to git some work and
ome clothes and make it up to maw. And X don't
rant maw t' see him all in his rugs, and Thompson
trutting round in his high hat. So I was reckoning
'd buy him some clothes."
Wo sympathized with Reme, but as It turned out?

>ur sympathy came to naught.
Either Victory's lawyer got the divorce sooner than

ie expected, or Victory, herself, found the money
ooner; anyhow, a few evenings later, Kate came to
ae to say that Thompson was calling on Victory. I
t once wanted to lode at a new experiment In pudlinga,left in the "cold closet," to reach which one
oust pass through the kitchen.
True enough, there sat a smug faced, six foot

legro, gleaming all over, in a black broadcloth, with
gorgeous gold watch chain and dazzling linen.
Victory would not let us pass without introducing

tim.
It was at this moment that there came a timid

Lind of half hearted knock at the door.
Victory opened it and absolutely staggered back.

My Lawd! Lige!" she screamed, "whut's got ye?"
Llge, Indeed it was, and a forlomer spectacle than

ie presented is difficult to picture. He looked sick
ind wretched and his clothes were no better than
ags. What a contrast to tho resplendent Thompson!

"Yes, Vict'ry, it's me," said poor I^ige, "I know I
lint fit t' come t' e?e ye in sich does, but I did
vanter see ye so bad!"

All Victory said was, "Mymy! mymy! Tjige!"
By this time.for half unconsciously Victory had

>pened tho door.Mge had shambled Into the circle of
ight. He saw Thompson. As if by magic, his
wmtlity was rent from him; his limp form straightmed,head erect and eyes burning, he shook his fis'o
it the preacher.

"You black nigger! is you darin' come twixt nia
in' my wife?"

Manda, who was on the other side of the table, an
idmiring listener to Brother Thompson's eloquence,
lumped up with a scream.

"You hush!" said Victory quietly, "don't ye bo
skeered up, Mandy, he wont do no hyarm!" She
iurned herself to Lige with actual dignity, "Who you
ta'kin bout Mist' Sanders? Not me. I alnt no wife
>1* youra. I got my bill o' divorcement dis very
Jay."

Lige gasped. The tears rose to his eyes.
"Onyhow, she aint aimln' to demean herself to a

low down, tramptn' nigger like you," said Thompson,
Prom his glistening height of broadcloth, "Miss Viot'rylows t' become the bride of a gentleman in the
perfession."
A swift blow from Lige's fist knocked the rest of

the sentence out of time.
Like a tiger, Lige flew at the white shirt bosom

unil the gorgeous watch chain. But, weakened by
illness, he was no match for the brawny preacher who
snocked him half across the kitchen.

Manda tittered.
"Stop!" cried Mrs. Temple, "Victory! stop!" Heedingher no more than the wind, as Like, bleeding but

undismayed, dashed again at Thompson; Victory, herself,flung the dish towel tight over Thompson's unsuspectinghead, pulling; from behind with such force
and fury, that, thus harassed In tho rear, he made a

misstep and all three went down together, under
Lige's onslaught.

"Grit you' razor, Lige!" shrieked Victory, "You lei
my husband 'lone or he cut you wld a razor!"

I believe that it was quite as much the bewilderingeffect of Victory's conduct as Mrs. Temple's commandsthat sent a calm on the turmoil.
Thompson crawled to his feet and glared at Lige,

also on his feet, flourishing a razor, while Victo-y
panted, supporting herself by the table, and Mandy
called on tile police out of the dining room door, as
if they were hidden up stairs.

Heme's appearance at this moment rather helped
the confusion, since he supposed the house to be afire,
and ran to the water faucets.

"What does all this mean, Victory?" Kate demanded,as soon as she had suppressed Mnndy.
"Hit mean dat I alnt gwlne hab no Mack r.igge.

sass mv husband!" answers Victory. "Mist' Tliomn-
son, sah, I bids you good <lay, fo' eber nio'. An' t
b'liebes ever' word Reme done tell me gin ye," she
cries spitefully.

"I shall have to ask you to leave, too," added
Kate.

In vain Thompson begged Victory to think of tha
past and her promises.

"I didn't prommus you nary." cried Victory in
high wrath; "I nev' sayd Hie I'd marry you; I sayd
I'd git a divorcement fnm Lige; an' a big fool I
ben t' do if; but I done It."

"Maybe," snarled the goaded Thompson, "vol
didn't prommus you'd never talte Lige Sanders bacii
fo' your husband "

"Well, I aint taken him back," came the reply,
with a toss of Victory's head and a roll of Victory's
eyeballs; "Fo' de Lawd, I gwine marry him fresh.
Dat whut I gwine do!"

"Lawd bress you, Victory!" cried Lige, "I sho'
did reckon you turn me loose, w'en ye see mo in dem
po' ragged does an' him so fat an' sassy."

"Yes, on de money he stole from us!" shouted
Reme, who was for having his oar In the matter.

"Lige you a fool sho'!" retorted Victory; "aint I
jes' lien had my hairt turned t' ye longer dem po'
cloes de minnit I seen ye. ye did look so distressid!
An' w'en he begun a pickin' on ye, looked like I
cudn't bar de sight er him."

"Oh laws, Vict'ry!" gasped Lige.
Thompson gave his former mistress a murderous

glance; but he fished his hat from under the table,
and muttering a kind of apology to Mrs. Temple
went out with Mandy.

Perhaps Mandy consoled him. Kate and I thought
it well to follow his example, by ourselves. There
is nothing more to say except that on the following
Wednesday Aunt Victory baked her own wedding
cake.

OCTAVE THANET and LURA N. BROWN.

* Meaning tbey were both bachelors.


